\u3ci\u3eTrista: Built On Ice\u3c/i\u3e by Harris, Antoinette
Mythril 
Volume 2 Issue 3 Article 12 
10-15-1975 
Trista: Built On Ice 
Antoinette Harris 
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril 
Recommended Citation 
Harris, Antoinette (1975) "Trista: Built On Ice," Mythril: Vol. 2 : Iss. 3 , Article 12. 
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril/vol2/iss3/12 
This Fiction is brought to you for free and open access by the Mythopoeic Society at SWOSU Digital Commons. It 
has been accepted for inclusion in Mythril by an authorized editor of SWOSU Digital Commons. An ADA compliant 
document is available upon request. For more information, please contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu. 
A few days later, he presented her with perfectly 
matched pearl and emerald earrings set in fine gold, which 
he had designed and fashioned. Her praise and kisses were 
lavish. She always wore his gift and never stopped praising 
his wonderful work. 
One evening as the brilliant colors of sunset splashed 
the sky, Demetre came to speak to her. They stood in the 
tower of Thantos gazing into the fiery sky. Trista was 
clothed entirely in gray. Silver and smoked pearls decor-a- 
ted her braided hair.· Demetre was clad in deep blue robes 
for warmth. Gradually the sun set and dusk fell over tbe 
City. Torches glimmered behind them. Demetre poured 
out his feelings, the anguish of loving her but being afraid 
to speak. On and on the words flowed, while Trista dreamed 
of the deeds she would ask him to do and how to use the men 
who loved her against each other. Then the words stopped. 
He kissed her gently. Her returning kiss left him feeling 
weak and helpless. She spoke of needing him so very much, 
since he was strong enough to protect her from danger. 
Her honeyed votce asked for a favor. He gladly agreed, for 
the task was easy to perform. 
They met again in the tower, and Demetre handed her 
a small box. She gently opened it and exclaimed over the 
gift. On a gold chain were smaller chains, and to each one 
was attached a pearl set in emeralds. Trista let her praise 
flow over and kissed him. Every time they met, she thanked 
him again. Her gowns dropped in front to show the excellent 
workmanship of her lover's beautiful gift. 
She favored neither man, but played them one against 
the other. Demetre fashioned miniature animals in natural 
scenes. Each was gold or silver, with jeweled eyes. The 
backgrounds used jade, silver, gold, emeralds, diamonds, 
and other gems. Fairhonanth sent fo1· many wondrous fab- 
rics and had garments fashioned to fit Trista. They worked 
carefully. Each gift was priceless, beyond compare, which 
greatly pleased Trista. Demetre also wrote music to match 
her wild and turbulent moods, while Fairhonanth set words 
to the music describing to Trista every place in the City. 
Both men made and searched for wondrous gifts to please 
her. 
Many years later, the Bards continued to sing of 
Trista through her lovers' works. Thus her beauty passed 
throughout the world beyond the City walls. Many men 
loved and dreamed of Trista because of her lovers' devotions 
in words and music. She haunted many dreams throughout 
that world's history. 
(One man only was not enthralled; one man felt con- 
cern about how she was using Demetre. That was Myrddin.) 
T rista remained fai1· as the years passed. One day, as she rested on a couch in her rooms in the City, she decided to give another command, to show that 
she still had power over men. She rose and dressed in 
soft greens. Her blue-green eyes blazed with fire. She 
called a girl and asked her to visit Demetre, to tell him 
that she desired to meet him at sunset in the Thantos tower. 
Another went to Fairhonanth, to say that Trista wanted to · 
see him next day in Eirene, by their first meeting-place. 
Demetre came as she asked. A dark cloak covered 
his clothes. Trista stood before him in soft green. With 
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S he was beautiful, with her hair like daacing sunbeams, of that no doubt existed. No perfume-maker could create scents to match her wild and vibrant beauty. 
No tapestry could capture her, and few Bards could describe 
her in verse and music. Men turned to stare as she walked 
by, on the streets of the City. Even the jewelers in their 
shops and stalls admitted that she was brighter than diamonds 
in their icy heat. And one of those jewelers was Demetre, 
brother of Myrddin. 
Trista was a mystery. None could fathom her, yet 
two men tried. She picked neither, but played them one 
against the other, tor her cruelty matched her beauty. She 
enjoyed playing games with the hearts of men, but most of 
all, she loved the City. No other love could completely 
capture or hold her proud and defiant heart. 
Demetre, a jeweler and musician, first saw Trista 
from his shop as she wandered around the City. She haun- 
ted his dreams; all his work seemed pale when compared to 
her. Demetre's hair was the color of honey, while his 
eyes reminded one of the off-center blue of the amethyst he 
wore, on a gold chain around his neck. Many women loved 
him, but he cared only for Trista and his brother Myrddin, 
who belonged to the guild of sorcerers. 
The second man was called Fairhonanth, a small man 
whose wits exceeded his size. He first saw Trista on one 
of his many visits to the City. He sold his cargo and settled 
down in the City to be near her. His hair was dark with the 
glistening of sleet, while bis blue eyes reminded one of a 
hunting animal. Because he did not intend to return to his 
homeland, one of his fellow me rchanrs left the City to sell 
Fairhonanth's home and its possessions. He returned to 
I he City with the money, for Fairhonanth was a fighter when 
angered or aroused. 
Trista knew of her power and enjoyed using it. Many 
rnen had felt the sting of her voice when they failed in the 
tasks she set, for she despised all who could not obey her 
orders. She loved the City, and spent many hour s wandering 
the streets in admiration. She enjoyed Eirene, the garden 
of the City, and rested there, thinking of new tasks 01 the 
power she possessed. 
One day, as she rested in Eirene, beside one of its 
many fountains, Fairhonanth discovered her. The soft 
white of her gown contrasted with the grass. She looked at 
him, and he felt her eyes boring through to his soul. 
Kneeling before her as she sat on the rim of the foun- 
tain, he poured out his heart. He told her of bis love tor 
her, of the desire he had of wanting to obey her orders. 
She listened and smiled at him. He continued speaking of 
his love and how he had loved her when he had first seen 
her, when he arrived in the City. As he spoke, Trista 
listened and knew that here was a man who would obey her 
commands until death. Her eyes glittered with pleasure as 
she savored the thoughts of what she could do to such a man. 
Finally silence. Fairhonanth looked at her with admiration 
and touching faith. 
Slowly she rose and kissed him. She spoke of her 
burning desire for him and how much he meant to her. Sbe 
asked for a small favor. He gladly agreed. As he turned 
to leave, she kissed him passionately. Fairhonanth felt as 
if the world was whirling beneath his feet.- 
Sorrow was her name, yet joy was her 
beauty and chief delight. Laughter 
rippled from her like a bubbling and 
meandering brook. 
--The Song of Demetre and Fairhonanth 
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stories and translator of Dante, was also a member of the 
Inklings and a good friend of Charles Williams. She· has, 
I believe, quite clearly stated this metaphysics. 
"For every work (or act) of creation is threefold, ... 
"First, {not in time, but merely in order of enumera- 
tion) there is the Creative Idea, passionless, timeless, be- 
holding the whole work complete at once, the end in the be- 
ginning .... 
"Second, there is the Creative Energy (or Activity) be 
gotten of that idea, working in time from the beginning to th• 
end, with sweat and passion, being incarnate in the bonds of 
matter .... 
"Third, there is the Creative Power, the meaning of 
the work and its response in the lively soul. ... 
"Lastly: "These three are one, each equally in itself 
the whole work, whereof none can exist without other." If 
you were to ask a writer which is "the real book"--hi• idea 
of it, bis Activity in writing "it, or its return to himself in 
Power, he would be at a loss to tell you, because these 
coi-n, f, Ii/ /1Jt< 7 
When I was first asked to do this editorial for Mythril 
I was rather elated; "Ah, creative genius is at last recog- 
nized!". But in the actual process of sitting down to write, 
nothing would happen; not one thought would flow onto paper. 
I tried leafing through all the back issues of Mytbril for 
some ideas and I found myself amazed at the creative energy 
that has been poured into it by all its contributors. Much. 
if not all of Mythril was achieved by very hard work. But 
most of all, wher. imagining all these people sitting down 
and writing, I became extremely amazed at the very act of 
creating which was oper-ating through these people and 
through the pages of Mythril. But also I was left quite 
puzzled. What exactly is this act of creating? How is it 
done? To put it in another- way: what goes on in the minds 
of the writers of Mythril? What I should be looking for 
then could be called the metaphysics of the creative writer. 
I should now like to share with you some quotes from 
Dorothy Sayers' book The Mind of the Maker. For those 
i.yho are not aware Dorothy Sayers, an author of detective 
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M yrddin went to bis fellow warlocks in white fury. The; listened as his rage flamed and blazed. He vowed be- fore them to live until the City died, and try to aid 
· others in escaping Demetre's fate. When he was fin- 
ished, Eliphas, his master and teacher, rose. He spoke 
softly and long. He convinced the other warlocks to aid 
Myrddin. He told of the spells required and three arose to 
aid him: Alhhard, Ragin, and the witch Sharai. They aided 
in the collection of herbs and searched ancient volumes 
written in tongues known to few. 
Finally all the spells were finished. Myrddin searche 
for Trista and discovered her in Eirene, sitting on a fountai 
rim and clad in soft yellow. She was muttering to herself. 
Myrddin touched her shoulder and she turned around. A loo 
of astonishment crossed her face, and her blue-green eyes 
Ha.shed. Here was a man she knew she could not control, 
whose face showed anger and fury. She was so frightened 
that she pullec:! away in fear and drew her cloak around her. 
His voice was full of fire and ice. He spoke of the men she 
loved, and the talents they had not taught to others because 
of her. He spoke of their love for her, and the cruelty she 
had used against them. He spoke of Demetre, and the sorro 
in his eyes when he came home after being rejected. As My 
ddin spoke, hie words seemed to form pictures which floatec 
in the air before her. He finally stopped and beheld that she 
had no sorrow for these men, but anger. They had failed to 
obey her commands and please her. 
Trista shivered in the anger of his gaze. His blood 
boiled in rage. Slowly he chanted the strongest spell he 
knew, the one which was old when the City was new. It pre- 
served Trista in an excellent form, beautiful, tall, and 
proud. Calmly he used spells to change her garments to one 
which revealed her beauty completely. 
Thus, she stands in the Courtyard of Love between 
Pieria, Shalau's palace, and Ewdne, the palace of later 
rulers. "She caused the death of two fine men, " reads the 
silver plate at her feet. It recounts her deeds as well. She 
stands as a reminder of a warlock's power, and the deep 
strong love between brothers, a love stronger than death. 
Myrddin was sorrowful for Demetre, and hoped to use bis 
talents to aid others from falling into the same trap. Thus 
his vow ran, and no warlock of that world has broken a vow, 
even one spoken in the white heat of pain and anger. Thus 
the first stone was placed in a life which would span renera- 
tions, and clearly recall what others called myth and legend 
failure. She refused to associate with him. Demetre re- 
turned home to Myrddin, but his spirit was broken. He 
died soon .after, and the la.st words he spoke were of Trista. 
Myrddin wept deeply, for Demetre had been his only com- 
panion through the years. His blue eyes flashed in anger, 
for bis sorcery had not saved his brother's life. 
honey in her voice, she asked another favor. She desired 
the crown of Ailfrid, who ruled the folk of Fay and dwelled 
in Ruai, its capital. It was a small request. So he would 
please obey. Demetre kissed her and said that he would 
gladly. He went to the stables and took a fine horse to 
travel in search of Ruai, which no man has seen, much less 
visited. He was cheerful and singing as he rode through 
Marantha Gate to follow the wide road which wound eastward 
toward the rising moon and stars. 
The next morning was cold and damp. still, Fairhon- 
anth came to Eirene to discover Trista resting on the foun- 
tain's rim. A soft green cloak enveloped her to ward off 
the cold. Her earrings, the first gift he had given her, 
flashed in the morning light. He bowed and then rose. His 
garments were brown. Her voice was sweet as she asked 
him to search for the Waters of Life and Death which she 
desired deeply. Gladly he took the task and kissed her good- 
by. He went to the stables and picked a fine horse for his 
travels. As he departed, he looked back to see Trista 
waving from Thantos tower. His heart was light and gay as 
he took the westward road toward the mountains and beyond 
them to the wide sea. 
Trista continued to wander about the City, wondering 
when her lovers would return. She would sing happily in 
her rooms or in the garden beneath the City walls. Many 
heard her footsteps as she searched for peace and solitude, 
and her returning lovers. A few years passed, and she 
became worried. Finally they returned home to the City. 
One morning, the gatekeeper of Nike on the south 
rang the walls with a cry of a rider approaching the City. 
Many rushed to the gate, Trista among them. In rode Fair- 
honanth, tired from his long travels. Trista tended him 
until he was well. Then, in a calm voice, she asked for the 
Waters. He spoke of how many knew of the Waters, but 
none knew where they tlowed. Her voice lashed as she told 
him: since he failed, she would avoid him completely. He 
wept but she stood firm. She turned, and with a flash of 
green garments departed from him forever. 
The healers nursed him, but to no avail, for he died 
of sorrow within days. Many wept, but Trista shed no tears, 
for he had failed and she despised failure completely. He 
was buried in the mountain caves, as all people of the City 
were. The warlocks, or male sorcerers, were furious, for 
Fairhonanth possessed many talents which be carried to 
his grave instead of teaching them to others--talents which 
sometimes took several gener-ations to red~scover. 
Months passed, and still Trista waited. A voice rang· 
out from Thantos as a man approached on a weary horse. 
Demetre rode in and went straight to Myrddin, his brother, 
who gently nursed him. When he was well, he rose and 
went to see Trista despite Myrddin's pleading with him to 
remain. Her voice cut through him as she spoke of bis 
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